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*rd rather hear what you said to
%er. Were you laughing or weeping?”’

*“Perhaps I was yawning. How do
Fom know ?” she smiled.

After a moment he said, still curious,
*Why were you crying, Eileen?”

“Crying! I didn’t say I was crying.”

“i assume it.”

“Well—yes,” she admitted, “I was
eryiug—if you insist on knowing. Now
that you have driven me to admit that,
ean you also force me to tell you why—
¥ was so tearful ?”

“Certainly.” he said promptly; “it
wzs sometiing Nina said that made
you cry.”

They both laughed.

*0Oh, what a come-down!” she said
feagingly. “You knew that before. But
#mn you force me to confess to you
what Nina was saying? If you can,
you are the cleverest cross examiner
im the world, for I'd rather perish than
@l you.”

“0Oh,” he said instantly, “then it was
something about love!”

He had not meant to say it. He had
@polen too quickly, and the flush of
surprise on the girl's face was matched
By the color rising to his own temples.
And, to retrieve the situation, he spoke
o quickly again—and too lightly.

*“A girl would rather perish than ad-
mit that she is in love?” he said, fore-
Smg a laugh. “That is rather a clever
deduction, 1 think. Unfortunately,
Bowever, I happen to know to the con-
&ary, so all my cleverness comes to
mothing.”

The surprise had faded from her
face, but the color remained, and with
® something else—something In the
Blue eyes which he had mnever before
smcountered there—the faintest trace
of recoll, of shrinking away from him.

She was beginning to love him no
Semger in her own sweet fashion, but
3o his, and she was vaguely aware of
& yet curiously passive and content to
ot no question to herself whether it
was true or false. And how it might
e with him she evaded asking herself
#0. Only the quickening of breath and
gulse questioned the pure thoughts ua-
woiced; only the increasing impatience
af her suspense confirmed the answer
which now, perhaps, she might give
#m one day while the blessed world
was young.

He bad not yet spoken when again
she lifted her eyes and saw him sitting
in the dusk, one arm resting across his
Ruee, his body bent slightly forward,
&is gaze vacant.

He did not stir. Then unreasoning,
#nstinctive fear confused her, and she
Seard her own voice, sounding strange-
By im the twilight:

“Why you are so silent with me.
What has erept im between us? I”—
#fhe innocent courage sustaining her—
“¥ Bave not changed, except a little in
~4u the way you wished. Have you?”

*“No,” he said in an dltered voice.

I have been—ycu
Save ieft me =0 mueh alone this win-
fer;. and 1 supposed 1 understood”—

*Afy work,” he said. but she scarce-
#& Fnew the volee for his, ™

*“Y know: yon have had no time. I

Kuow thoet. 1 ouzht to kuow it by this
$hme, for 1 have told myself often
sough. And. yet when we are to-
gether it is—it has  been—different.

an vou te!l me why? Do
me ehnged ?”

*You musf not change.” he said.

The wmeunting sea of passion swept
#im. He turned on her vnsteadily, his
Bawnds clinched, not daring to touch her
Shame, contrition, horror that the dam-
age was already done, all were forgot-
See. Only the deadly grim duty of the
moment held him back.

“Dear,” he said, “because I am un-
changed—because 1—-1 love you so—
Belp me, and God help us both!”

“YTell me,” she said steadily, but it
was fear that stilled her voice. She
#aid one siim hand on the table, bear-
Ing down on the points of her fingers
mmtil the nails whitened, but her head
was high and her eyes met his, straight,
mmwavering.

*I—I knew-1t,” she said. “I under-
stood there was something. If it Is
treuble, and I see it is, bring it to me.
¥ 1 am the woman you took me for,
give me my part in this. It is the
quickest way to my heart, Captain Sel-
wyn. I ask it.”

“Why?

. Her eyes wavered, then returned his
gaze: |
“For love of you,” she said, as white
a8 death.

He caught his breath sharply and
straightened out, passing one hand“
mcross his eyes. When she saw his
face again In the dim light it was
ghastly.

*There was a woman,” he said, “for
whom I vas once responsible.” He
spoke wearily, head bent, resting the
weight of one arm on the table against
which she leaned. “Do you under-
stand ?” he asked. |

“Yes. You mean—Mrs, Ruthven.”

“Y mean her, Afterward. when mat- |
fers had alicred, I came home.” ‘

He raised his head and looked about
Bim in the darkness.

“Came home.” he repeated, “no long- |
e .a man—the shadow of a man, with
=mo hope. no outlook, no right to hope.”

He leaned heavily on the table, his
arm rigid, looking down at the floor as
Be spoke.

vou think

& -*No right to hope. Others told me

“wiaw . stil possessed that r
knew were wrong. 1 do not mean
that they persuaded we. 1 pers
myself that, after all, perhaps my

f'.'.'hich he had no definite knowledge

right to hope remained to me.. I per-
suaded myself that I might be, after
all, the substance, not the shadow.”

He looked up at her. i

“And so I dared to love you.”

She gazed at him, scarcely breathing. |

“Then,” he said, “came the awaken-
ing. My dream had ended.” |
She walted, the lace on her breast

scarce stirring, so still she stood, so

pitifully still.

“Such responsibility cannot die while
those live who undertook it. 1 be- |
lieved it until 1 desired to believe it no '
longer."”

He took one step toward her, and his
voice fell so low that she could just
hear him.

“She has 165t her mind. and the case
is hopeless. Those to whom the laws
of the land have given care of her
turned on her, threatened ber with dis-
grace. And when one friend of hers
halted this miserable couspiracy her
malady came swiftly upon her. and
suddenly she found herself helpless,
penniless, abandoned, her mind already
clouded and clouding faster. Eileen.
was there then the shadow of a doubt
as to the responsibility? I dare not
utter one word of love to you. I dare
not touch you. What chance is there
for such a man as I?”

“No chance—for us,” she whispered.
MGO!”

For a second he stood mothnless,
then, swaying slightly, turned on his
heel.

And long after he had left the house
she still stood there, “eyes closed, col-
orless lips set, her slender body quiv-
ering, racked with the first fierce grief
of a woman's love for a man.

Ey;, Chapter Zéﬁ

EERGARD had already
begun to make mistakes.
The first was in thinking
that, among those whose
only distinction was
their wealth, his own

wealth permitted him the same inso-

lence and ruthlessness that so fre-
quently characterized them.

He bad sneeringly dispensed with
Gerald; he had shouldered Fane and
Harmon out of his way when they
objected to the purchase of Neer-
gard’s acreage adjoining the Siowitha
preserve and its incorporation as an
integral portion of the club tract; thus
he was preparing to rid himself of
Ruthven for another reason. But he
was not yet quite ready to spurn Ruth-
ven, because he wanted a little more

N

= Gladys Orchil.

out of him, just enough to place him
on a secure footing. among those of
the younger set where Ruthven, as
hack cotillon leader, was regarded by
the young with wide eyed awe.

Why Neergard, who had forced him-
self into the Siowitha, ever came to
commit so gross a blunder as to dra-
goon or even permit the club to ac-
guire the acreage, the exploiting of
which had threatened their existence,
is not very clear.

Already the familiarity of his ap-
pearance and his name seemed to
sanction his presence. Two minor
clubs, but good ones—in need of dues—
had strained at this social camel and
swallowed him. Card rooms welcomed
bim—not the rooms once flung open
contemptuously for his plucking, but
rooms where play was fiercer and
where those who faced him expected
baitle to the limit.

And they got it, for he no longer
feit obliged to lose. And that again |
was a mistake. He could not yet af-
ford to win.

George Fane, unpleasantly involved |
in Block Copper, angry, but not very
much frightened, turned in casual good
faith to Neergard to ease matters un-
til he could cover. And Neergard
locked him in the -tighter and shoul-
dered his way through Rosamund’s
drawing room to the sill of Sanxon
Orchil’'s outer office, treading brutally
on Harmon’s heels,

Harmon in disgust, wrath and fear |
went to Craig; Craig to. Maxwell
Hunt; Hunt wired Mottly; Mottly, cold
and sleek in his contempf, came from
Palm Beach.

The- cohesive power of caste is an
aunknown element to the outsider.

That he had unwittingly and prema-
turely aroused some unsuspected force
on which he had not counted and of

was revealed to Neergard when he de-
sired Rosamund to obtain for him an
‘nvitation fo the Orchils’ ball.

{To be evutinued.)
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MISS ETHEL’S DEBUT.

Daughter of President to Be Naticnal
Belle For a Few Months.

Time was when the debut of 'thea
daugliter of the president of the Unit- |
ed States would bhave been relegated |
to the category of unimportant affairs |
concerninz only the United States. |
Now a thrill of interest is felt in every
couniry of the world. Though the oc-
casion calls for nothing except. letters
of congratulation and prebably a few
pifts from personal friends who are!

the event will be noted in courts and |
will fizure in the chronicles of foreign |
capitals along with the doings of roy- |
alty.

The slender young girl who stands
so luminously before the world just
now is a type of which every Ameri- |
can may be proud. She is just seven- |
teen and a few months and is young |
for dcbutantes as the buds are intro-
duced nowadays. But the delizght of
reigning a short while as national belle
was too alluring for even such a level
headed young woman as Miss Ethel to
forego. She possesses the healthy de- |
sire of all girls to have a good time.
and certainly a debut in the White
House offers a tempting field of cpera-
tion. Last year she decided against a |
collegiate course, and after finishing |
her academie training at the Cathedral |
school she devoted all her attention to
the accomplishments necessary for'the
belle who would shine in such a com-
plex assembly as Washington’'s official
soclety.

She is a good musician, a clever con-
versationalist, clever with her brush
and pen and can “make conversaticn™ |
in three tongues besides English.

MISS ETEEL ROOSEVELT.

Unlike Mrs. Longworth, Miss Ethel is
fond of Looks, and she has gathered a
fine library during her years in the
White House. Books are the most
welcome gift that can be offered, and,
as her friends have learned this, she
has added largely to her treasures
Her skill as a needlewoman is almost
national, and her pretty little fancy
articles have figured in church festi-
vals and gentlewomen’s sgles for the
past five years.

That Miss Ethel Roosevelt is a hand-
some, well equipped young girl, who
would make her mark in the social
world even without the prestige of a
White House environment is univer-
sally conceded. Interest centers in the |
plan for her debut party, and great is
the longing of every one socially in-
clined, young, old and middle aged, to
be included in“"the guest list on that oc-
casion. For some reason social experts
have decided that, as Miss Alice Recose-
velt was presented at a bail, so the
second daughter must expect the same
brilliant fete. ut conditions diifer
widely from those when Mrs. Long-
worth made her bow. Mrs. Roosevelt
was comparatively new to her high
position, and her circle of friends was
more circumscribed. Then, Mrs. Long-
worth possessed much independence of
character as well as an income of her
own to execute her own plans. Miss
Ethel is more amenable, and the wishes

| of her parents have always been para-

mount. A ball.seems the proper func-
tion, but people shudder at the Pan-
dora box of ills which could spring
from such an entertainment. Mrs. |
Roosevelt has hitherto displayed mark-
ed independence when it comes to
planning her private amenities. She
has drawn a rigid line between the ob-
ligaticns of the president’s wife and
those of Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt.

Original Sin Out of Date.

It is doubtful if there ever was a
time when pecple were more impressed
with the idea of personality than they
are today. In novels and in plays. as

| well as in real life, it no longer inter-

ests us to know what people do. We
want to know what they are. Even
in the nursery the pergonality of a
child is not only recognized, but de-
ferred to, a fact deplored by a woman |
of the old school, who indignantly ex-
slaimed: “Personality, indeed! In my |
young days it was called ‘original sin’
and whipped out of a child.” Far,
however, from adoptlag these drastie
Xeasures, the modern parent, realizing

| thing of life.

cuitivates it. She knows that if they
are to count for anything in life they
smust not only be themselves, but they
must mwean something. The reason of
so many people’s dullness lies in the
fact that they mean nothing.

They have no purpose in life, and,

-
going blind and dumb through the

world, they leave off every evening no
wiser than they were in the morning.

To be redeemed from such common-
placeness only one thing is necessary—
namely, personality. Whatever we are
it is better to be ourselves than to be

{ an imitation or an echo of somebody
| else, and only by making the most of

ourselves can we hope to make any-
Most people’s lives are
failures not so much because destin¥
has been unkind to them, but because

| they have not known how to make the

best of themselves, mentally or phys-
ically. Instead of developing their in-
stinct they have neglected it, if they

| have not actually crushed it out of
| existonce. And, instinet being the basis

of personality, thoy drift helplessly, as
th2 result of its repression, on the tide
of events which they can neither con-
quer nor control.

In cur present state of artificial civ-
ilizaticn it is,~of course, the custom
to assume that our instinet must neces-
sarily be wrong. Like everything else
that is natural, we are brought up to
mistrust it. “Second thoughts are
best” is a maxim instilled into us in
childhood, and instead of relying upon
the prompt and usually unerring de-
cisions of our instinct we are taught to
refer all perplexities to the calm and
inspired arbitration of our reason. In
all stronz personalities, however, in-
stinet, far from being suppressed, acts
in complete accord with reason.

Make Haste Slowly.

This is an age of hurry, and we are
all inclined to do everything in a rush,
forgetting that hurry retards our work,
and the more quietly we do what is to
be done the more quickly and better it
is done,

“Hasten slowly” is the advice given
in an exchange, for the first necessity
is to find ourselves out—to find out for
a fact where and how we hurry and
how we have the sense of hurry with
us all the time. Having found our-
selves out, the remedy is straight be-
fore us.

Nature is on the side of no hurry
and will come to our aid with higher
standards of quiet which are always
back in every one’s brain if we only
look to find them.

Five minutes sitting quietly and tak-
ing long breaths to get a sense. of no
hurry every day will be of very great
help, and then when we find ourselves
hurrying let us stop and recall the best
quiet that we know. That need only
take a few seggnds, and tHe gain is
sure to follow.

Festina lente (hasten slowly) s!’;quld
be in the back of our brain all day and
every day.

'Tis haste makes waste, the sage avers,

And instances are far too plenty.

Whene'er the hasty impulse stirs
Put on the brake, Festina Lente.

A Very Dainty Whim.

Queen Victoria of Spain is credited
with having set the “rose fashion,” as
she has adopted the rose for her fa-
vorite flower, and the popular scent is
therefore the delicious attar of roses.

There are hundreds of girls in Paris
now making up silken roses, which
will afterward be perfumed and worn
by the women of fashion.

One kind of rose almost approaches
silver in tone and is made of sheeny
pale pirk satin stuffed in its heart with
a soft sachet powder.

Wreaths of white roses are worn by
the debutante, consisting of a dozen

little button roses wired together and |

made of chiffon or silk. These are
only scented by lying in a box in which
a sachet has been placed.

The scented pink rose is pinned at
the side of the throat. It should nestle
in a bed of silver tulle or of silver chif-
fon and is sprinkled with real attar on
its petals.

Paper Shade Hint.

Some women are so fearful of fire
that they hesitate to use the dainty
paper lamp shades that are so cheap
and lend such a soft radiance to a
room. There is really little danger if
the wire frames are large enough for
the lamp. Do not use shades, how-
ever, after the paper becomes dry and
charred, as they are then more liable
to ignite. Another important thing in
regard to paper shades is to keep them
free from dust. Not only do they burn
sooner when dusty, but they are not a
credit to one’s housekeeping. The tops
should be changed frequently, as the
paper costs but little, and it is not
much work to make a new top when
the frame is there.

To Polish Mirrors.

The first step toward cleaning the
mirror before polishing is to rub off
the glass carefully with a damp cloth.
When this is done, polish with a wool-
en cloth on which some powdered blue
has been shaken. For the final touch.

| rub the glass carefully with a chamois

skin until it is brilliant,

American Plates.

The woman who is intensely Amer- |

feas and patriotie can now get china
to carry out her feelings. The shops
have put out emblem plates with the
trms of the thirteen original states.
These would be attractive used for a

supper or dinner on the Fourth of July |
"or Washington’s birthday.

Water Bugs.

Water pipes are frequently stopped |

up with water bugs. These pests ean
be got rid of by peuring a table-
spoonful of turpeniine down the pipe.
The mouth of the pipe should be cov-
ered to keep in the fumes.
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just in the beginning
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enroll new names every
are co.Volly

J. L. BRO.s® President.

ion. No@withstanding the hard
he start,
depositors,, and in the .olume

CAPITAL, $100,000
This bank began business less

than three years agu.
of the finaneial depres-
times there has been

in the number of our

of our business. We~
week. We want yours. You
in, ted to open an aceount with us. Per-

sonal attenioa to ull business. e

J. M. HCLGKIN, Cashier.

L. B. COCKRELL, Vice President.

Afternoon

and
Evening

The season has fairly
opened now, and crowds
arc attending the rink
daily.

The Best Skating Rink
in the Blue Grass

with an up-to-date floor
and plenty of room to
move around.

All who desire tolearn
will be taught free in
the morning or between
session.

Auditorium

Baseball Season
Presidential Election

Christmas.

The fans have their fun,
the politicians theirs. and
now coimes our turn.

THE HOLIDAYS.

Do you realize how close to
hand they are. It is just the |
right time now for you to get
your goods selected. Our stock
is full of New Goods. We are
ready—its your play. Come,
| be the first to make your selec-
|

|

‘ tion. Avoid the rush.
§ Baldwin Bros.,

’ Jewelers and Optician.

K “Always the same—some-
times better.”

v >
Woodson Moss, Manager

The best in the State for
the money. '
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—CALL: ON—

by day or night, if you want
your baggage transferred.

OFFICE—Home Phone 94; Night Phone 338,

Remember that high-grade fotografs
and portraits make appropriate Xmas
presents. Place your orders with
EARP, The Artist, now, and avoid the
| rush during the holidays.

- Emigrant Dumping.

{ Britain still regards the colonies as
dumping ground for her irreclaimable

criminals. - She 2o Ionger sends them

ocut in eonvict sliips, Hut when she sees

2 cglony reckless'y offering home and

| eanctuarv to all cocmers she releases
‘ bet jsil birds and covertly racks them
| o To the rew land—1izlbourne Age.
|

! Bacteria in Strest Mud.

1

Ina gram.ef sireet mud, equal to a
cube of Barth wiih sides of about a
querter of an inch, there are enough
hacteria, if placed in line, side by
side. to rover-239.74 feet.

SKating every |

| SIMPLE!

'NELSON, The Transfer Man

HiGH GRADE PHOTOGRAPHY!

Capital, . . . .
| # Undivided Profits,

$100,000
$160,000

—THE—

Wiachasﬁar Bank

WINCHESTER, KY.

N. H. WITHERSPOON,

] PRESIDENT.

W. R. SPHAR,

CASHIER.

SOLISITS YdUR
AGZOUNTS.

HAGAN
AS AND .
GASOLINE Enqmes

|

mniuiaoLE!

ECONOMICAL!

fSoId Under a Positive Guarantee.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND PRICES.

HAGAW GAS ENGINE & HFG. €O

INCORPORATED,

| WINCHESTER, KY.

'D. B. HAMPTON, Pres. B, F. CURTIS, Cashier

, —_—THE—

Slark County National Bauk,

MEINSTREET,

] -
|
|
|
|
|

Winghester, ~ ~ Kentusky

Capital, 200,900
Surplus, $100,000.
Undivided Profite, 838,000

N“?rnnmd 1865, befng the videst Rank in
eeity

Colizetions made on all noits, and your ac
onnts colicited

1ss8s5—190s.

‘THE BEST INSURANE IS THE CHEAPEST

El F you are not insured
iF Ind our office at once.

. WRite or phone for rates and terms.
B Efore insuring, see us. WE ARE THE BEST.

JOUETT'S INSURANCE AGENCY,
Simpson Building.  Both Phones 71.

& & o

‘i SEE

¢ GILBERT & BOTTO

—FOR —-

Fresh & Cured Meats

|
| Fish, Vegetables, Country Produce
; :

'@ BOTH PHONES  OPERA HOUSE BLOCK
““““““'

e

Conkwright Transter and Ige Go.

Crating, Handling and Hauling Fur-
niture, Pianos, Eic, 2 Speciafty.

NO. 19 North Main Stree: Beth Phones

|
|
|

WINCHISTER
TAILGRING COMPANY,
M & ¢ H. McKINNEY, Props.

; Clothes Cleaned, Pressed and R
| DRY CLEANING AND DYING A SPECIAL"Y

i Orer Aila.. X Mu-phy's Store opp. Court [House.
i

~




